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City Groups that provide Meals 


1. Bissell Centre 

10527-96 Street - 423-2285 

Monday to Thursday - 10:30 a.m. 

— sandwiches 

Friday — 9:45 a.m. — sandwiches 

3. Inner City Pastoral Ministry 

at The Bissell Centre - 424-7652 

Snacks after Sunday Service 

- 12:00 to 1:00 

4. Christ Church 

12116-102 Avenue - 488-1118 

Every 3rd Saturday - 5:00 p.m. meal 

5. Herb Jamieson Centre 

10014 -105A Avenue — 429-3470 

For men not on assistance 

Monday to Friday 7:00 to 7:45 a.m. breakfast 

12:00 — 12:45 p.m. — lunch 

5:00 to 5:45 p.m. — supper 

Weekends 11:00 —- 11:45 a.m. - breakfast 
4:00 — 4:45 p.m. — supper 

6. Hope Mission - 422-2018 

Daily 7:00 to 7:45 - breakfast 

Noon - lunch 

5:00 to %;45 - supper 

7. House of Refuge Mission 

10339-95 Street 

Daily — 8 p.m. — meal 


8. Marian Centre 
10536-98 Street - 424-3544 
Daily except Wednesdays 
12:00 to 12:45 p.m. meal 
Closed from the 27th of each month to the Ist 
8. The Mustard Seed 
10635-96 Street — 426-5600 
Monday to Friday — 7:00 to 8:00 p.m. supper 
Saturday — 5 p.m. — supper 
Zero tolerance of alcohol 
10. Operation Friendship 
9526-106 Avenue — 429-2626 
Monday to Friday — 9:00 a.m. — breakfast 
Monday to Sunday — 12 noon — lunch 

5:00 p.m. — supper 
For seniors over 55 only 
11. Red Road Healing Centre — 471-3220 
Friday - 12:00 to 1:00 p.m. —- soup and bannock 
12. Salvation Army 
9620-101 Avenue— 429-4222 
Fridays — 7:30 a.m. to 8:00 a.m. — breakfast 
13. St Peter’s Evangelical Lutheran Church 
9606-110 Avenue — 426-1122 
Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday, 7:00 
a.mBreakfast 


14. St. Faith’s Anglican Church - 

parish hail 

11725-93 Street — 477-5931 

Thursday — 12:00 noon — soup 

Saturday — 8:30 a.m. to 10:00 a.m. —-breakfast 
3rd Friday of the month — 7:00 p.m. — supper 
15. Emmaus Church 

5015- 144 Avenue — 275-1647 

Monday — 4:45 to 6:00 p.m. — meal 

16. Women’s Emergency Accommodation 
Centre 

9611-101A Avenue - 423-5302 

Meals for women staying at the shelter. 

If not, bag lunch is given 

17. Edmonton Orthodox Reformed Church 
1161- 95 A Street — 479-1860 

Thursdays, 6:25 p.m. soup 

18. Robertson Wesley United Church 
10209-123 Street 482-1587 

Second Saturday of each month 

January to November, 5:00 p.m. meal 

19. Jasper Place Health and Wellness Centre 
15210 — Stoney Plain Road — 481-4001 
Mondays — 7:00 to 8:00 p.m. — meal 

20. One Accord Bible Fellowship Church 
10802 — 93 Street - 425-6310 

Saturdays, 10:00 to 1:00 p.m. meals 


Have you witnessed an act of violence against a homeless person, or been homeless, and a victim of violence? 
If so, please fill out the form below and return to Edmonton Street News, 9533-106A Avenue, Edmonton, Alberta, T5H 0S9 
Name of peron or persons involved (if known) 


Date Time 


What happened 


Where did the incident occur 
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Code of Ethics 


Edmonton Street News reserves the 
right to refuse publication of any 
article and or ad at the discretion of 
the board of Edmonton Street News 
Society. 


We will not trivialize 
poverty in any way. 


We practice sound journalism with 
respect to FOIP legislation and 
respect for the privacy of the persons 
portrayed in stories and 
Re ree 


The views presented i in ine publica- 
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Lack of will not lack of money at the root of poverty 


I was one of the 
people who stood up 
at the University of 
Alberta to take 
action against pover- 
~ ‘ty on November 19. I 
“™ listened to the differ- 
ent speakers share 
about various 
-aspects of poverty 
including student 
poverty, poverty in 
developing coun- 
tries, Aboriginal peo- 
ples living in pover- 
ty, and other impoverished groups. One 
thing all poverty has in common — it isn’t 
that there is a lack of money in the world, or 
in most countries or in Alberta, but rather 
the way in which the money is distributed 
that creates poverty. With Alberta boasting 
of wealth, we should be able to provide for all 
Albertans, but that wealth is not distributed 
in a way that helps those at the bottom 
financially. It is a matter of lack of will not 
lack of money. 

I experienced this on a smaller scale 
while married to my ex husband, who 
believed that it was his god given right to 
control the finances for the family. We were 
separated when our youngest daughter was 
born, but then his E.I. ran out, and he 
decided to return to the family and apply for 
welfare. As soon as he received that first 
check, however, he moved into Edmonton 
leaving us behind on the acreage. He rented 
a suite in the home of his girl friend’s moth- 
er, who was the head of the church we both 
attended, and who held services in the base- 
ment of that same house. In addition to the 
family’s welfare check, he collected 
Workman’s Compensation monthly from an 

























old injury but never disclosed this to the wel- 
fare worker. He and his girlfriend had a cozy 
arrangement, living together and spending 
those welfare checks while the children and I 
were left with only the family allowance 
money, about $60 per child at that time. 

By November the propane tank was 
empty. By December the pump had frozen 
solid. We had only an electric cook stove for 
heat, and I was melting snow for wash water 
and hauling drinking water from the nearest 
gas station a mile and a half away. My infant 
daughter wore her snowsuits day and night 
over her sleepers, and the rest of us wore ski 
pants all day in the house. The old farm 
truck quit running as soon as the tempera- 
ture dropped below zero since it had no 
block heater, and the phone was cut off, so 
we were stranded, but the minister of the 
church told me my problems were because I 
did not attend church. (Instead she should 
have quit taking money meant for the chil- 
dren and me from my ex husband). 

The extreme poverty the children and I 
experienced was due not to lack of money 
but to mismanagement. Ironically, in spite of 
the cold, my children remember that as one 
of the happiest times of their lives because 
we had something worth far more than 
money — we had freedom. 

When spring came, I got the truck run- 
ning, drove to the welfare office, and told 
them my husband and I were separated. 
With proper management of the money from 
welfare checks, we were able to have our 
basic needs met - to buy groceries, have 
heat and a telephone, and keep the truck 
running. 

Maybe it’s time to look at just who is in 
bed with whom in Alberta’s government. 

By Linda Dumont | 


The uninvited guests 


Just a little under a month ago we let a 
lady that we knew and have tried to help out 
from the mission when we could, come into 
our home. She didn’t have the greatest man- 
ners, or hygiene, but because of her troubled 
past we tried to look past this. She had just 
been evicted from her house so we let her 
stay with us for one week as she looked for a 
new place to live. The first night she went to 
bed we noticed she had these big red bumps 
on her. After a few days we noticed the 
bumps were fading, but she had some new 
ones. She told us that the house she had 
been living in was infested with bedbugs. We 
thought, mistakenly, that she never brought 
any over to our house with her. 

Around the same time the house next to 
us had a fire in it because someone had 
dropped a cigarette and never made sure it 
was out. The tenants in the house had asked 
us if we could store their food at our place. 
We knew that they had bed bugs but we did- 
n’t think there could be any harm in storing 
their food over here since they mainly stay in 
the bedroom, and with the couches and 
things, so in came their food, brought over of 
course in bags, and boxes. 

Just after our houseguest left, we noticed 
that we were beginning to get some kind of 
skin rash. The house that had been damaged 
in the fire was undergoing construction. We 
thought the skin rash was because of the 
asbestos being cleaned out of it. I had taken 
my son to the doctor, and found out that this 
was very likely, so we made sure our air 
purifiers were always working, and I bought 
a humidifier for my son, in case it was 
because the air was too dry. 

Just four days ago I was awakened by a 
sharp pain in my leg. I leapt out of bed and 
turned on the light and looked on my bed. 
This was at 5:00 a.m. I was horrified to see 
two little bugs trying to scurry away from the 


light. I quickly caught one in a little cup I 
had in my room, and went down stairs with 
it, so I could put a plate under it and make 
sure it couldn’t get away. I woke up one of 
my roommates, and we inspected it together. 
I felt literally sick to my stomach when we 
realized that it was a bed bug. 

I called some 24-hour exterminators and 
left messages for a call back. I let my son 
sleep till I had to get him up for school. He 
was almost in tears because his skin was so 
itchy and sore. My son came home at 
lunchtime in tears saying how he couldn’t 
take it. I allowed him to stay home from 
school that afternoon because I knew exactly 
how he felt. I had just finished crying myself. 
For the next few days we slept in the living 
room, my son woke up every night from 
nightmares of bed bugs, as did myself. 

We finally had an exterminator in for an 
in house estimate on Friday mourning. It will 
cost us $2100.00 to have them exterminated. 
We could go with the poison spray which 
would cost in the end roughly $1400.00 but 
an adult bed bug can hide in your walls for 
up to a year before coming out to feed again, 
by which time the poison would be ineffec- 
tive. Not to mention the fumes from the 
spray would make my sister so sick she 
might have to go to the hospital, seeing as 
she can’t even use most soaps because they 
are to toxic for her. Me and my sister are 
both on medical welfare (I have post trau- 
matic stress disorder from extreme physical 
and sexual abuse as a child, and my sister 
has a brain injury, also sustained from child- 
hood abuse) so our finances are tight. Our 
other roommate makes the equivalent of a 
single person on AISH. The Landlord will not 
pay for the extermination, because the bugs 
do not cause structural damage to the 
house. Welfare will not pay for this becon a 
it is the Landlord’s duty. oy 


Stand Up, Take Action initiative held at University of Alberta 





University students, poverty activists and 
others gathered at the University of Alberta 
to take a stand against poverty on October 
19. The Stand Up, Take Action initiative was 
just one of many held in more than 100 
countries world wide, and served one pur- 
pose- to demonstrate the need to create the 
political will to make poverty history. 

Janeel Morin, Students’ Union President, 
introduced the event, saying, “By mobilizing 
one per cent of the world’s population we are 
sending a strong message to our leaders and 
representatives that they should be doing 
more to eradicate poverty because those who 
elect them care. By mobilizing all major 
spheres of society we are showing that every- 
one has a part to play in fighting the world’s 
largest issue alongside climate change. 
Students play a crucial role in shaping and 


changing society and as a student leader, I 
bclieve that students and institutions can be 


doing more to end poverty and engage their 
community. 

At noon, everyone stood up for the climax 
of the event. Last year 43.7 million people 
world wide stood up setting a new Guiness 
World Record. The goal this year was to get 
one per cent of the world population to 
stand up, roughly 67 million people. 

Dr. Tom Keating led the pledge, which 
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Newly elected NDP MP Linda Duncan with Lance Lalonde. Edmonton Street 
News had a display in the business tent. 


Uninvited guests continued. 


So I am going to be putting in all of my 
check minus food money for the dog, my sis- 
ter is putting in what she can. My other 
roommate is putting in what she can, and 
borrowing the rest from her sister. I am going 
to see if 1 can make arrangements for the 
power to be paid later. As well, I am going to 
have to go to the food bank once a week, 
because they don’t give more than a few days 
supply of food at a time. 

Looking back on these last months’ 
events, we discovered the bedbugs could 
come in with clothing, and other objects (like 
bags and boxes). It would have been cheaper 





standing in solidarity against poverty with 


people from more than 100 countries around 


the world.” 


At one p.m., everyone gathered on a field 
for the pumpkin drop — a visible demonstra- 


tion of taking action against poverty wheere a 


three hundred-pound pumpkin was dropped 


to put that homeless lady up in a hotel for a 
week, and to get the landlord of the fire vic- 
tims to help them out. I remembered the 
parable of the Good Samaritan, how he 
helped the poor man who was beaten and 
homeless. Even he took the man to an inn, 
not to his own house. 

I am a Christian, and I believe in helping 
people when I can, but even as a Christian 
you are suppose to take care of your own 
family first. By taking in that homeless lady, 
we put our own family at risk, and will have 
to eat macaroni and cheese, and beans for 
the next month because of it. We may even 


was repeated by those in attendance, “We are 


onto a van. The van was donated by the 
Kidney Foundation, and the pumpkin was 
specially grown by a farmer from the 
Thorhild area. The van represented poverty, 
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and the pumpkin, hoisted up by a crane, 
then dropped, represented taking action 
against poverty. 

By Linda Dumont 


‘Earn Money. 
uSell Edmonton Street News 
Call 780-428-0805 to sign up. 





lose our power. Our Christmas will be very 
frugal this year, because it will take a few 
months to recover financially. Because of 
these events we will not be taking in any 
more homeless people, and I would advise 
other people to not take them in either. They 
put your family at risk. It would be better to 
send them to AADAC, or the local shelters, 
unless you can afford to put them up ina 
hotel, but then you may have to be willing to 
pay for any damages they may (and very like- 
ly would do) to the hotel room. 

Angelique Branston 


 —————— 
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I have written about homeless youth on 
the streets for 15 years now. They all have 
one thing in common. They either take 
drugs regularly, occasionally take drugs, or 
they are going to take drugs. It isn’t that 
they are so evil, so rebellious - so bad even. 
Studies have concurred, that over 70% of 
youth on the street are victims of sexual 
abuse, physical, abuse, emotional abuse, or 
just have very dysfunctional homes and they 
often run away from them. Once on the 
street they become targets for organized 
crime. Illicit drugs are a multi billion-dollar 
industry in Canada. 

There are others who become addicted 
just from social activities where drugs are 
taken, such as at parties. Youth from upper 
income families are as susceptible to drug 
addiction as those from less affluent homes. 
Regardless of their histories, drug use will 
lead eventually to a spiral downward spiritu- 
ally and morally, which will always result in 
criminal activity, poverty, broken health, and 
death — from various sources. 

Drugs become a part of the culture of 
youth from dysfunctional homes that end up 
on the streets. One young man I interviewed 
in Victoria said, ‘ the kids on the street are 
not all that bad as people may think, but 
there are predators out there, you can’t walk 
down the street without someone trying to 
sell you drugs.’ So inevitably those less for- 
tunate ones end up taking drugs. Some 
become addicted to it. Some, who end up 
involed in crime and homeless are from 
so called’ good homes’ too. But whatever the 
case people need help, not condemnation. 
That’s what Teen Challenge does best — help. 


The vision for Father’s House 


Although Teen Challenge has one of the 
best success records in the world, people 
need support and encouragement even after 
the year long treatment is done so they don’t 
fall in with old friends or fall into old habits. 
That is why Father’s House came into being. 

Ian Croatto has been the Dean of Men, a 
teacher, a counsellor, and now the director of 
Father’s House. At the age of 16, Ian Croatto 
was impressed with a burden that a home 
was needed for men struggling to get on their 
feet. 

“IT had no idea what it meant or what it 
would look like,” said Ian. “But I shared this 
revelation with a girl named Rachel - who 
later became my wife.” 

In 2006 Ian spoke with a consultant 
about how to improve service to the men at 
the Teen Challenge Centre and help them to 
transition back into society with as few 
problem as possible. Steve Paulson the 
director of Teen Challenge in Manitoba and 


Ian went to Minnesota to view a halfway house 


there and learn from their endeavours. 
The name of the halfway house — 
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A Father’s House 


Father’s House, was named because both 
Ian’s and Steve’s fathers died the same year 
— 2007. Both of their fathers were a big 
influence on their lives. 

As Ian said, “ Our fathers modeled God’s 
compassion, faithfulness, and strength.” 

“As the Father’s House fills up with 
young men who graduate from the Teen 
Challenge Centre at 414 Edmonton St, we 
will have more halfway houses across 
Winnipeg like Father’s House.” 


John Larson 


John Larson aged 27, who had been 
addicted to drugs for at least 12 years, is one 
of the residents of Father’s House at 454 
William Avenue in Winnipeg. John started 
doing drugs in the 7th grade - pot only at the 
time. For those who say pot doesn’t lead to 
other drugs — you might want to talk to him. 

“I lived with my mother and father on 
Wellington Crescent in Winnipeg and went to 
St James Collegiate,” said John, as I spoke 
to him while he was visiting his mother. 

“By the age of 16 I had skipped so much 
school due to drug use I quit school - dad 
kicked me out of the house. I got ajob ata 
high-class restaurant, then I got involved 
with staff there that did harder drugs, then 
I was introduced to crack. Eventually I was 
hanging out at an exclusive crack hangout 
and partying with doctors and lawyers.” 

As with most drug addicts John’s addic- 
tion began to demand more of his soul and 
began to subtly direct him into a downward 
spiral that is imperceptible. Like a jet aero- 
plane with it’s instruments not working — the 
inevitable result is tragedy. 

“Ultimately,” John continued, “I was fired 
for losing too much work — I was simply 
unable to do the work due to the amount of 
drugs I was taking. My entire pay check 
went to drugs.” The only alternative was to 
start dealing for his dealer; he became 
indebted; he became a virtual slave to the 
criminal world and to drug addiction. 

Again, a it goes with victims of drug 
addiction John even stole from his drug 
pushing boss when his boss went to jail. He 
tried a brief stint at AFM but it didn’t stick. 
John continued to spiral and seek more and 
harder drugs; he went though various jobs 
and couldn’t hold them down since he spent 
all his money on drugs. 


The deadly spiral 


Then he started to inject crystal 
methanphetamine. His life was a seesaw of 
work; losing his job; getting in debt; stealing 
and scamming to pay for drugs. 

“I was constantly living a life of denial, “ 
he said, “I was telling myself that things 
would get better —- each time I got high I felt 
so euphoric - optimistic, so positive, so sure 
everything is going to be all right. I knew I 
could make a lot of money in a very short 
time to pay whatever I owed...” The last 
words of many an addict before being ‘offd’ 
by his gang boss. 

The insane drug addict merry-go-round 
continued for John. He moved in with a 
biker who was a very good customer of his. 
But John was at such a point in his addic- 
tion he got worse and worse, he did what 
addicts do — cheat, steal, lie, avoid, and live 
in denial. After getting in serious debt to his 
roommate the biker kicked him out. He also 
took all his clientele too, so he was so out of 
avenues he ended up totally homeless. 
‘Couch surfing’ at friends places till the per- 
son had to go to work was his daily existence 
— you can’t ever trust a drug addict and 
other drug users know that. 

It was one of the worst winters in the his- 
tory of Manitoba when John was homeless. 

“Sometimes I would hang at Robin’s 
Donuts on Graham Avenue, sometimes I 
waited till a friend returned home from 


work to stay overnight. It was during that 
time I contracted TB.” 

At that time his life started to improve. 
But that was only because he had to go to 
hospital. The only problem was that he was 
still an addict — addicted to drugs. His 
merry-go-round started again. After getting 
out of HSC Hospital he started immediately 
to sell crystal methamphetimine in order to 
fund his addiction. He went back to HSC 
Hospital again and was told he had to stay 
for 4 months minimum since TB is conta- 
gious. He did some rehab in HSC but it was 
minimal and ineffectual. When he got out he 
went back with an old friend — a ‘friend’ who 
he learned wanted to kill him. So he sold 
drugs for that guy to work off his debt. 

Then John’s apartment was raided and he 
went to court. 


Federal Prison time looms 


He met Christie, whom he later had a child 
with. They were both dealers and she owed 
money to people, too. 

Despite his budding romance with 
Christie the same old nightmare returned: 
debt, stealing to pay for the habit, lying, 
cheating — living in fear and anxiety. But 
another dark angel who inevitably punishes ' 
addicts appeared — the dark messenger of 
crime and punishment. He was starting to 
rack up criminal charges. 

Finally his lawyer told him, John, with 
your charges altogether, you are looking at 
federal time — over 2 years in prison. 

Nothing can be done.” His sentencing was to 
occur one year later. 

Again, as with most addicts, not only his 
physical body deteriorated, but also his 
mind. His relationship with Christie was on 
the rocks, something very common with drug 
addicts. Partners find it hard to live togeth- 
Cia 

“My mind was starting to fry. Iwas 
thinking of killing people. I walked back 
alleys a lot to avoid cops, I would always see 
a particular messege in graffiti and think, 
‘...is someone talking to me..? Who the hell 
is writing that all over...? Maybe God..? The 
messege scrawled on the walls and garbage 
cans in back alleys was simply...1 love you’ 

“I was walking the streets, still desperate- 
ly seeking a fix, but with all this hatred and 
anger — and fear. There were warrants out 
for me. There was absolutely no fix in sight 
for me” 

It was at this point that Jesus Christ 
appeared in his life - and at this point in his 
life he found rescue, recourse, reconciliation. 
And also a ‘cure’ - one that will last forever! 

The cure? In John’s own words, “All my 
life I believed in God, but I didn’t know Jesus 
Christ personally. Jesus. The Anglicized 
form of the Hebrew ‘Yeshua’, Meaning 
‘Salvation’ in Hebrew. 

“I was standing on the street without any 
hope, without any ideas, any direction. Then 
I remembered my mother pleading with me 
two years before, ‘...John, why can’t you just 
try going to Teen Challenge?’ 

“I called my mother. I said, I want to go 
to Teen Challenge mom; I’m on the street.’ 
She told me to come home. Mom called Teen 
Challenge on Friday. Monday they told me 
to come in. As soon as I entered through the 
doors I felt...’God is my hope...’ After a few 
days I just knew Jesus was real. God lifted 
the ‘veil’ over my eyes and I could see a 
future in sight. The Thanksgiving later that 
year was the only Thanksgiving I had spent 
with my family for five years. I was free.” 

“Now that I look back, some how I can 
see how God was opening certain doors and 
closing others, as if He were directing me to 
... Salvation” 

John is now drug free and planning mar- 
riage to Christie. They also have anew baby 
only a few months old, and of course, yes, he ~ 
is living at the Father’s House ae 





Mama’s Chickens 


CHAPTER 5 - The Birthings 
By Sharon Spencer 

Being from a large extended family, 
Mama loved the idea of a babe in arms. 
Father was not quite so inspired by her 
enthusiasm, but always looking for a way to 
keep in my mother’s good favor, he tolerated 
us. Iam sure that we inconvenienced his 
existence with our good looking mother, but 
he was kind enough not to verbally commu- 
nicate this to us. 

Relatives, however, were not so kind. 
They would constantly tell us, “Your father 
didn’t want you. Only your mother did.” So 
in our small eyes, the gap between good and 
bad, wanted and unwanted, widened greatly. 

Much to her misfortune mama was bur- 
dened with many miscarriages, all boys. All 
this did was intensify her need to procre- 
ate. A child, a little comforter who would 
amuse her while father was away at sea. 
This was my mother’s perception of mother- 
hood. 

It would be eight long years before 
she conceived and delivered a full term baby. 
That was me. Commonly known as Sherry, 
the first of the litter. At the time when she 
had me, Father was away in Korea and never 
got to see me until I was a year and a half 
old. I have often wondered if this may have 
interfered with the natural bonding process 
that may have fostered a stronger relation- 
ship between us. 

To my mother I was the closest 
thing to a living doll she ever had. Several 
times a day I was dressed and redressed in 
the finest clothes money could buy. 
Everything matching in great detail, I would 
sit on the front steps of my father’s house 
and be told not to get dirty. I believe the pic- 
ture of the perfect child was more important 
than the child actually experiencing life. 

Perhaps that is the reason that I 
have such a great love for clothing and 


accessories today. If So, thank you mama, I 


do know how to dress well and that certainly 
is one of the more important survival skills 
needed for life these days. 

This entire baby dressing was to be 
short lived. It was often said that once 
Mother began birthing, she didn’t know how 
to stop. My sister, Lynne, arrived three years 
after me, and was born to a very discomfort- 
ing home. Father was at home now, but not 
at all pleased with his new family that 
seemed to be growing in leaps and bounds 
with females. 

Father had met a red haired wren 
that had taken the fancy of some other sig- 


nificant part of his anatomy. In fact, he was 
about to leave mama for her. Throughout her 
second pregnancy, he had totally ignored 
both of us. The impact on my young mother, 
who, at the time, was totally devoted to him, 
was great, and she became very ill and rarely 
ate or slept, weeping all the time. Vivid mem- 
ories of me trying to comfort her without 
words haunted me. Much later in life I would 
recall the whole scene of him charging 
through the door quickly passing us without 
a word to change his clothes as if we were 
invisible. We no longer existed for him exept 
as a mere nuisance, 

Than the begging and pleading, and 
the fighting would start as he rushed past 
her and her pregnant stomach, on to his new 
love that now captivated him completely. All 
the while I murmured while tugging on her 
skirt, wishing only to console her but not 
having the power to cease the torrential flood 
of tears that cascaded over her.beautiful 
face. Never before has a two-year old felt so 
helpless, unable to calm her beloved mother, 
my dearest treasure, Helen, Helen with the 
wounded eyes. 

One day the neighbor knocked 
on the door telling her there was a call on 
the phone in the small boarding house. 
Much to her surprise it was my Father 
requesting that she meet him downtown at a 
certain building. Quickly she raced around 
the room dressing in her Sunday best as she 
imagined the reconciliation. “Would there be 
dinner, flowers perhaps jewelry? Finally he 
had come to his senses,” she thought, as she 
pasted on the red lipstick. “Why of course Ill 
forgive him. Everything will straighten out 
now,” excitedly she thought as she hopped 
the bus. Finally she caught a glimpse of him 
waiting for her. Just the sight of him made 
her heart pound wildly like a newlywed. How 
handsome he looked in that uniform; over 


six feet tall - head and shoulders over every- _ 


oneé else, silver blonde hair and eyes as icy 
blue as glaciers’. He was all hers. Once more 
all would return to normal. 

Much to her surprise there were no 
tender embraces or stammering apology as 
he pushed ahead of her swinging the glass 
door open and curtly yelling “come on hurry 
up”. Her brain scrambled to understand 
what was going on. Up the elevator they went 
without a word and into an office where a 
man sat behind a large desk. Bewildered, 
mama sat down. What was this all about? 

Without hesitation my Father spoke 
firmly “I want a divorce.” Divorce resounded 
bouncing off the walls of her brain. What an 
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evil word! The very thought stole her breath 
away. What was this cruel trick? Surely he 
was joking. Her mind couldn’t even begin to 
grasp the enormous implications this could 
bring. Her sweet demure smile slid off her 
face to be replaced by a stunned look of hor- 
ror. Over and over again she silently repeat- 
ed, “This is not happening to me. This is not 
happening to me. Oh the shame! How will I 
live? How will I feed my children? People will 
think it’s my fault.” This was the fifties and 
divorce was yet to become a household word. 
In fact it really wasn’t very common and quite 
often the blame would lie at the feet of the 
woman forever. In some small towns it would 
be as if she wore a huge scarlet letter for all 
to see. My how quickly times have changed. 

The lawyer was quick to respond, 
“Now let me get this right,” he interupted 
angrily, “You want to divorce this tiny preg- 
nant woman? Man, where are your morals? 
Get out to my office.” 

Certainly all this pain and degrada- 
tion would have been enough to send the 
common woman wailing and weeping to the 
support of her loving family. But nothing 
about my mother was ever common or weak. 
Beneath her lily white exterior was a back- 
bone of steel. Over and over again in her 
mind she would repeat hotly, “He will not 
win.” Each time getting more angry, so with 
newborn babe in arms, and me by the hand, 
off to his commanding officer mama proceed- 
ed. It was quite a picture - small baby in the 
arms, another at the side of a fine-looking, 
tearful, damsel in distress, she used every 
tool of her trade to captivate and ensnare the 
sympathy and good humor of the officer. 

Well we won, just what I’m not 
sure, but within a week, Mama, Father, 
Lynne and I were on our way to Halifax, 
which would become out permanent home. 
Although the issue was resolved, in her heart 
it never was forgiven, and she would remem- 
ber it until the day she died. Personally T ~~ 
believe this is when the competition for our 
hearts began. Their marriage was on rocky 
ground for years. Booze and brutality played 
a large part in Mama’s reality, and she soon 
learned if you can’t beat them might as well 
join them. 

She probably reasoned to herself 
something like this. "You may be big and you 
may be stronger but I am smarter. I will 
undermine you for the rest of your life. 
Nothing shall be sacred. In the end I shall 
devour you. For the indignities you have 
forced upon me and my children you shall 
pay." And pay he did till the day he died. 
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Private Ecclesiastical Notice 
All concerned men and women take notice 
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between minister 
Leon Papadopoulos and Ken Haluschak 
regarding indisputable facts and religious 
freedoms. The full text of this agreement 
may be seen at 
allcreatorsgifts.org or 
phone (780) 266-1122 
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Back to the 4 
future, Tlingit {j 
style 


Allan Sheppard 


Allan Sheppard is a freelance writer and editor, 
and a volunteer writer for Edmonton Street News. 
As a pensioner, he finds himself from time to time 
on the edge of poverty and homelessness. As a 
self-appointed community elder, he thinks and 
worries about the needs of children, youth, par- 
ents and others who face lives of poverty and 
inadequate education in the midst of unprecedent- 
ed wealth. 


When I first wrote in August about Prime 
Minister Stephen Harper’s apology to former 
residential school students, I suggested the 
government’s apology-and-compensation 
package did not go far enough. It was neces- 
sary and overdue, but it was just a first step. 

We know, and Harper finally admitted for 
all of us, that first nations individuals—many 
thousands of them—were grievously harmed 
by the residential school system. They suf- 
fered physical, mental, emotional, and sexual 
abuse that some, probably most, have not 
been able to overcome completely. Many 
died. But students were not the only casual- 
ties. 

Communities suffered, too. And some, 
perhaps many, were destroyed. The govern- 
ment and we will not be free of the residen- 
tial schools’ legacy until we acknowledge and 
deal with the damage that was done to com- 
munities, as well. 

Identity, self-confidence, and a sense of 
purpose and direction—components of what 
sociologists call social capital and social 
cohesion, but I prefer to call hope—are nec- 
essary for any community to be healthy and 
productive. The residential schools destroyed 
all that and more. That is what they were 
designed to do: mission accomplished. 

An awareness of and appreciation for a 
thread of continuity that runs from the past 
through the present to the future are central 
parts of the social foundation in all commu- 
nities. In aboriginal communities that do not 
have reading and writing skills, it is the cru- 
cial and indispensable part. In literate socie- 
ty, history lives in books and documents as 
much as, or more than, it lives in people 
(think: the Bible). In non-literate societies (as 
distinct from illiterate ones, which are literate 
societies gone wrong or lazy) history, and the 
continuity of history live in the people and 
are embodied in their culture. Destroy the 
culture, and you break the continuity. Break 
the continuity, and you destroy the people. 
Destroy the people and you defeat the nation. 

Culture is truth, truth culture. That is all 
you know on earth, and all you need to 
know. 

When Duncan Campbell Scott (ironically, 
a poet of some ability) was deputy superin- 
tendent of the Department of Indian Affairs, 
from 1913 to 1931, his goal was broad and 
precise: “I want to get rid of the Indian prob- 
lem. I do not think as a matter of fact, that 
the country ought to continuously protect a 
class of people who are able to stand alone... 
Our objective is to continue until there is not 
a single Indian in Canada that has not been 
absorbed into the body politic and there is no 
Indian question, and no Indian 
Department...” 


(http:en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Duncan_Campbe 
ll_Scott) 


Scott’s weapon of choice in a war against 
the Indian nation (he actually seems to have 
thought that Micmac, Iroquis, Mohawk, 
Ojibway, Cree, Haida, and all the others were 
of one nation, one mind, and one purpose) as 
a potential fifth column in Canada was the 
mass destruction of Indian culture, or as we 
should prefer to put it today, first nations’ 
cultures (for they are many and varied). 

His strategy of choice was the residential 
schools policy. It was a strategy designed (in 
language borrowed from a similar policy in 
the United States) “to kill the Indian in the 
child.” Scott, his successors, and their (most- 
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ly church-based) agents in all parts of the 
country could not achieve that end biologi- 
cally or genetically. They had to act cultural- 
ly. The only practical way to kill the Indian in 
the child was to kill the culture in the child. 
(Replace it or not, as the case may be, but 
destroy it.) That is what the residential 
schools set out to do. And that is what they 
did. Cultural genocide, waged and achieved, 
through children. 

Not only were the children alienated from 
and made to feel ashamed of their culture— 
their identity, who they were in their own 
minds and in the minds of their communi- 
ties—they were sent back to their communi- 
ties no longer able to assume their roles as 
links in a chain of community and identity 
that began with their ancestors and which, 
in the normal course of history as their com- 
munities once understood it, they would 
have been expected carry forward. 

The residential schools achieved one of 
Scott’s goals: They destroyed the ability of 
first nations and first nations communities to 
“stand alone.” But they failed in the others: 
we still have an “Indian question” (although 
we don’t use that language any more), and 
we still have an “Indian Department,” now 
called Indian Affairs. There could be no other 
result: only by a perverse line of reasoning 
could anyone believe that a government 
could put an end to an “Indian Question” 
and an “Indian Department” by deliberately 
destroying the ability of “Indians” to “stand 
alone,” which can only be interpreted in the 
light of history (Canadian history, both of the 
first nations and of the rest of us) to mean 
“stand on their own two feet,” to use the 
common metaphor. 

If they cannot stand alone, we must sup- 
port them. And support them. And support 
them. We have made them dependent on the 
Department of Indian Affairs and taken away 
their individual (with a few notable excep- 
tions) and collective ability to break out of 
that dependency. (We have also made the 
Indian Affairs bureaucracy dependent on the 
dependency of first nations, but that is meat 
for another rant.) Having broken the egg of 
first nations self-reliance, we cannot put it 
back together again. 

I offer that as a given: we (the Canadian 
people and our governments) cannot put the 
egg of first-nations self-reliance back together 
and break their dependency. 

We can’t, but maybe they can. 

How? By reviving their culture. By going 
back to go forward. By, in effect, resurrecting 
the Indian in the child, not to live in the 
past, but to find the strength to live fully and 
positively in the present. 

Meet Wayne Carlick, a member of the 
Taku River Tlingit First Nation based in the 
tiny community of Atlin, in the far north- 
western corner of British Columbia. Now 50, 
Carlick was taken from his community to go 
to residential school when he was eight. Ten 
years later, he left school bitter, angry, and 
in despair. After suffering through addictions 
and an aimless, rebellious lifestyle, he found 
his way to recovery and healing by rediscov- 
ering Tlingit culture and spirituality. 

Carlick’s rejuvenating encounter with the 
culture that had been taken from him 
encouraged him to become a traditional carv- 
er. With the blessing of his elders and their 
gift of carving tools, he left Atlin in his early 
30s to learn his chosen craft and art in 
Vancouver. He worked for 13 years as an 
artist in residence at the Capilano 
Suspension Bridge International Park, teach- 
ing himself and learning from others how to 
carve totem poles, make and carve regalia, 
and stage ceremonial dances and perform- 
ances. He also worked to become a success- 


ful gallery artist and was able to sell his work 


to collectors in many countries. 

Though he probably could have pursued 
a lucrative career as an independent artist, 
Carlick chose instead to accept an invitation 
to return to Atlin to lead a cultural revival 
movement for his Taku River Tlingit commu- 
nity. He has many collaborators in the proj- 
ect: elders such as Auntie Mary Anderson, 
who teaches the Tlingit language, and Taku 
River Tlingit First Nation government director 
Louise Gordon. 

The cultural revival program has many 
facets, but its focus is on Tlingit language 
and on traditional Tlingit dancing and the 









related arts of drumming, singing, and 
regalia~-making. (Wayne insists that Tlingit 
dancers do not wear costumes or carry 
props, they wear and carry regalia; costumes 
are what performers wear to become some- 
one else, a character; regalia is what dancers 
wear to become themselves in fullest possible 
sense: Tlingits.) 

Carlick leads two dance groups, Taku 
Kwaan (People of the Taku) and Dikée 
Aakaéawu Yatx’l (Children of the Creator). 
Taku Kwaan involves members from the full 
community, including the children’s group, 
which is, for many in the community, the 
heart of Taku Kwaan and of the cultural 
revival program, the vessels within which the 
culture will be revived. 

To meet Carlick and the children of Dikée 
Aakaawu Yatx’l is to come face-to-face with 
the empowering capacity of culture. To meet 
cultural revival leaders, such as Carlick, 
Auntie Mary Anderson, and Louise Gordon is 
to be impressed by their collective determina- 
tion to succeed. At the same time, one can- 
not help but realize how daunting the task 
they have taken on really is. The legacy of 
the residential schools still exists. The com- 
munity is small, weak, and divided. 
Bitterness, anger, despair, and addictions are 
never far away. 

Yet there is hope, however fragile, embod- 
ied in cultural survivors like Wayne Carlick 
and Auntie Mary Anderson. 

One can only ask: If not now, then when? 
If not here, then where? If not they, then 
whom? (Certainly not the Department of 
Indian Affairs.) 

Our prayers, in whatever form has mean- 
ing for us, might also be in order. 

(Note: I am sure—more accurately, per- 
haps, I hope—there are similar programs 
under way in other first nations communi- 
ties. I have had the privilege of knowing and, 
in a small way, working with the leaders of 
the Taku River Tlingit community, and it is 
their efforts that I know best. For a taste of 
what is happening in Atlin and how commu- 
nity leaders feel about it, go to 
http: / /trtfn.yikesite.com/current- 
projects / woosh-wah-du-ati/video 


Thanksgiving dinner 
feeds more than 1000 
people 


On Thanksgiving Day over 1,400 complete 
turkey dinners were served at the Boyle 
Street Community Services Co-op, although 
NAIT's Club Culinaire students, who organ- 
ized this event, were ready for 1700 people. 
Cathryn, the volunteer coordinator from the 
Boyle Street Community Services, did a 
superb job in keeping everything running 
smoothly. 87 turkeys, 500 pounds of pota- 
toes and carrots were prepared by the volun- 
teers. Most of the food was donated. 

There were more lonely and hungry elderly 
people and children present than last year. 
Even several political leaders attended, 
including MP Peter Goldring, and Mayor 
Mandel.The harmony with this many people 
from the inner city was exceptional.The next 
day another 150 people were served leftovers, 
most being able to get seconds All the volun- 
teers and the BSCS deserve praise for the 
great contribution they made to make this 
day special for so many of the less fortunate 
in the city. 

By Pedro Schultz 
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Old Strathcona MLA Natalie Knotley with Terry Kettleson 


Fifth Annual AGM for the Homeless brings 
people together 


Although it was an annual general meet- 
ing for the homeless, only about a half dozen 
homeless people attended the Annual General 
Meeting for the Homeless on October 9 at 
Trinity Anglican Church. There were, howev- 
er, about two dozen people in attendance, 
including volunteers, Boyle Street 
Community Co-operative personnel, Old 
Strathcona MLA Natalie Knotley, people from 
the faith groups, and others who work with 
the homeless. Terry Kettleson, Old 
Strathcona adult outreach worker, submitted 
a review of the past year, outlining her work 
in outreach, case management and commu- 
nity capacity building. 

People lined up to get flu shots, there 
was some clothing available, and a supper of 


Illegal eviction 


As of September, I began renting again 
from Don Haggarty, who is the manager for 
the Mcdonald Building located at 106 Ave 
and 104 Street, an older rooming house once 
owned by the C.N Rail that has historical 
significance and is now owned by Imperial 
Deluxe Apartments Ltd., Edmonton. I 
refused to pay him the rent on the basis of 
no written rental agreement etc. and this not 
being the first time he rented to me. 

I found it disturbing to find a notice on 
the door to my suite and inside on the table 
stating in no uncertain terms that as of 
September 15/08' the lock on my door to my 
suite will be changed, and that I am to have 
all of my belongings removed the same night. 
The trouble is I know the so called eviction 
notice I received isn't even legal to begin 
with. Don Haggarty entered my home with- 
out my consent for a non-emergency pur- 
pose, and he illegally changed the door lock 
to my home. 

_ I consulted the Landlord/Tenant 
Advisory Board who treated me in a caring, 
concerned way giving me much needed infor- 
mation on what rental rights I have as a ten- 
ant. I then consulted an investigator with the 
Alberta Consumer Protection Branch and 
after showing him the paper work regarding 

he confirmed for me what | already 
ew and more. 

A letter of objection has been sent to the 

dlord already. As a successful Human 

hts Advocate with the office of Ivan Miller 

Associates, lam prepared to fight the © 

C 1 this as lam copes to fight 


the i vestigator with the 
berta Con umer Protection Branch 
amed Morris Loos. 
this story will hope- 





traditional Ukrainian food was served. One 
of the women, who was volunteering, shared 
how she had been homeless until the past 
week when, with the help of Kettleson, she 
was able to move from the Hope Mission 
shelter into her own suite. Prior to living at 
Hope Mission, she stayed at the Women’s 
Emergency Accommodation Shelter until her 
time limit for occupancy expired and she had 
to move out. 

Trinity Anglican Church will be contin- 
uing to serve meals on a monthly basis at 
which they will give away clothing to those 
in need. 

By Linda Dumont 


Edmonton’s Homeless Connect: 
When’s the next one? 


Edmonton held its first ever Homeless 
Connect event where homeless people and 
people at risk of homelessness were treated 
and given convenient opportunities to receive 
support and services that ranged from hair 
cuts to getting identification to getting blood 
work done, all in a contemporary ‘Big-Box 
Store’ manner. 

The Homeless Connect event was 
held at the Shaw Conference Centre all day 
Sunday, October 5, 2008. Forty-five different 
services were offered under one roof to over 
1,500 people, as reported by the Edmonton 
Journal. One-stop shopping catered to peo- 
ple who experience marginalization on so 
many levels as well as issues of inaccessibili- 
ty from a plethora of life’s basic necessities. 

This event is based on a San 
Francisco program that has been taking 
place for the past four years in that city and 
has since been duplicated in other cities 
across North America. The event welcomed 
homeless people in a non-judgmental envi- 
ronment to receive services and support 
intended to improve their quality of life. The 
number of people that attended the event 
provides evidence breaking the ignorant 
myth that “these” people are lazy and cannot 
help themselves even if the opportunity was 
presented in front of them. Such myth bust- 
ing alone suggests an unqualified success! 

More than just homeless people, our 
brothers and sisters, family, friends, fellow 
workers, and neighbours attended as guests 
and were offered free services and supports 
thanks to volunteers, presenters, and organ- 
izers. Behind the scenes, these organizers 
consisted of the Canadian Mental Health 
Association and Homeward Trust along with 
several other agencies and have been plan- 
ning the event since early 2008. With such a 
successful Homeless Connect event, one 
question remains: when is the next one? 

Edmonton’s Homeless Connect event 
already follows two earlier affairs in Calgary, 
their latest one held on September 20 this 
year. Calgary’s first function was held on 
April 26, 2008 and suggests that this could 


PETER GOLDRING 
Member of Parliament 
Edmonton East 


IN SILENT REMEMBRANCE 


When the guns fell silent at the end of World War |, on 
November 11, 1918, it was as if the planet breathed a 
sigh of relief. The so called “War to End All Wars” was 
over. 


Ninety years later we know that November 11, 1918 
wasn't the end of war. The rest of the 20% century and 
the early years of this one have been times of turmoil, 
sometimes locally, sometimes globally, even to Afghani- 
stan today. 


Yet still we gather to remember. We fall silent and pray 
at the eleventh hour of the eleventh day of the eleventh 
month. We pray with thanksgiving for the sacrifices of 
those who came before us. And we pray for the safety of 
our armed forces today and for peace in our time. 


More than 118,000 Canadian soldiers have given their 
lives in the service of their country since Confederation. 
They have a permanent memorial in Ottawa, in the 
Books of Remembrance that are kept in the Memorial 
Chamber of the Peace Tower on Parliament Hill. Since 
1942 each morning at 11 the Turning of The Page cere- 
mony has been held in the Memorial Chamber, display- 
ing a new page to the public for that day in the seven me- 
morial books. The order of pages turned is based on a 
perpetual calendar, which allows family members of a 
deceased soldier who wish to be present to plan a trip to 
Ottawa for the proper day. 


A visit to the Memorial Chamber and seeing the names 
is a moving one, but not possible for everyone. However 
the Department of Veterans Affairs has made it possible 
to view the books on-line. You can see them at www.vac- 
acc.qc.ca/remembers. 





| feel it is important to remember the sacrifices others 
made for us to have a free Canada today. What do you 
think? 


780-495-3261 
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be a biannual event for Edmonton, too. 

Clearly this is evidence of govern- 
ment reaction after the October 2007 visit by 
the UN Special Rapporteur on Adequate 
Housing and his confirmation of “the deep 
and devastating impact of this national cri- 
sis” of homelessness and inadequate hous- 
ing. The events can also be described as 
steps taken as part of the 10-Year Plan to 
End Homelessness. But definitely, kudos go 
out to the ambitious organizers, volunteers 
working non-stop, and Shaw Centre staff 
(Local 401 of the United Food and 
Commercial Workers union). 

This large-scale and timely event is 
essentially an attempt to not just manage 
poverty but to eliminate it. Along with a coor- 
dinated effort with agencies and a number of 
other projects, time can only offer the proof 
of success. In the meantime, myths are 
breaking, community is coming together, and 
we are gaining public awareness and con- 
sciousness of poverty issues. 

By Greg Farrants 
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The JUSTICE For RANDY FRYINGPAN Coalition needs your support! 


Oct. 5, 2002 

According to four civilian witnesses, in the 
course of a call, 16-year-old Randy Fryingpan 
is tasered multiple times, including the back 
of his head and his groin, by Edmonton Police 
Service (EPS) officers. He is hit in the face 
with the blunt end of a taser. 

Although he is a minor and badly injured, 
the arresting officers do not seek medical 
attention for him, nor do they inform his 
mother of his situation, both actions required 
by law. 

He is taken to EPS Headquarters, strip 
searched, then to the Edmonton Young 
Offenders Centre (EYOC). EYOC refuses admit 
him until he receives medical attention. He is 
taken to Sturgeon General Hospital then back 
to EYOC with orders he be put on 15-minute 
medical watch for the taser wound on the 
back of his head. 


Oct. 6, 2002 

Randy's mother, Marilyn, is informed - by 
the teenage witnesses - of the assault on 
Randy. She goes to EPS Headquarters to find 
him. She is given the phone number for EYOC 
but is told by staff there that she can't talk to 
him because he is having difficulty breathing. 

Marilyn Fryingpan files a complaint 
against the officers involved. The principle 
complainant is Constable Mike Wasylsyhen, 
son of the Chief of Police. 


December, 2003 


Streets of fear 


(Evening, mid-October, on the LRT to Stadium 
Station) 

The LRT car is full, but not crowded. Two 
passengers, both Aboriginal, catch my atten- 
tion. I watch them cautiously. Both are 
young, perhaps in their mid-twenties; rough- 
looking. 


ates anger, hostility, potential violence. He 
does nothing, but I can’t help worrying what 
he could do, might do. I hope he will not get 
off the train with me. He leaves at Churchill 
Station. I relax a bit. 

The other fellow is passive. He does not 
seem threatening. But from time to time he 
lifts the lapel of his coat and inhales some- 
thing he holds under his arm or in a breast 
pocket. Glue? Gasoline? I do not catch the 
scent of either substance, but he is sniffing 
something, and that could lead to unpre- 
dictable behaviour. He does not get off at my 
stop. I can relax a bit more. But there have 
been reports of muggings at Stadium and 
other LRT stations, recently. 

I go to the bus stop by the south 
entrance to the station, waiting to give some 
money to one of my sons’ girlfriend’s sisters 
(don’t ask). A youth approaches me. He asks 
for a small amount of money. I do not have 
any to spare. He walks over to the edge of 
the ravine beside the bus stop. Two friends 
emerge from the underbrush. They don’t pay 
any attention to me, but I feel nervous. The 
young woman arrives. I give her the money, 
then hurry to the platform and the next 
train, toward home. 

I started to finish that last sentence with 
the words, “and safety,” before I remembered 
that I live just a few doors away from a home 
in which a woman was assaulted a few 
months ago. 

Are we safe anywhere any more? Of 
course we are. And of course we are not. 
There is no certainty except uncertainty. And 
ambiguity. There are risks in everything we 
do. And in everything we do not do. It’s com- 
mon sense to be cautious, to think carefully 
about doing certain things in certain places. 
But to walk the streets in fear? To let fear 
keep us off the streets entirely? No way. 

I saw a headline in a local newspaper the 
day after an exchange of gunfire between two 
vehicles on the Glenora: “Streets of fear,” it 
read. 

Really? 

No. Not really. 

Fear isn’t something that walks the 


Randy makes a formal request to Police 
Chief Bob Wasylyshen to refer the investiga- 
tion of Randy's complaint against the Chief's 
son to an external body. The Chief refuses the 
request. 

Randy files a complaint against the Chief 
with the Edmonton Police Commission. The 
EPC decides to hold the complaint in 
abeyance until the EPS complete their investi- 
gation into the assault. 

Randy files a motion with the Court of 
Queens Bench requesting the judge order the 
Edmonton Police Commission to proceed with 
his complaint against the Chief. 


February, 2003 

The judge orders the Edmonton Police 
Commission to consider Randy's complaint 
against the Chief. 

The Edmonton Police Commission decides 
that Chief Wasylyshen has done nothing 
wrong in refusing to call in external investiga- 
tors to handle the complaint against his son. 


May 10, 2005 

Based on their review of the evidence of 
the assault on Randy gathered by EPS 
Internal Affairs, the Calgary Crown 
Prosecutors office recommends that no 
charges of excessive use of force be laid 
against Constable Wayslyshen. 


May, 2005 until present 
Randy appeals this decision to the Law 
Enforcement Review Board and continues to 


streets at night. It is something we carry 
within, in our hearts and in our minds. Like 
anger. Like hatred. — : 

And fear is someines we project outward 
into the world around us, sometimes with 
reason, more often without: The mongers of 
fear, and anger, and hate encourage us to 
think the worst and expect the worst every- 
where. Surely that road leads to paranoia, or 
worse. 

About the same time I saw that head 









Bu I dont veqerihes where) of two young 
girls walking to school on a street in 
Baghdad. Seen from behind, they are cov- 
ered from head to toe, mostly in black, as 
girls and women in that place must be. But 
they drag colourful wheeled cases behind 
them. In a truly frightening place, in the 
midst of anger and hatred, they persevere, 
projecting two things, above all else: courage 
and hope. Not fear. 

Almost 75 years ago, then President 
Franklin Delano Roosevelt told the people of 
the United States, in troubled times similar 
to those we see around us now, “the only 
thing we have to fear is fear itself.” He might 
also have said the only thing we have to be 
angry about is anger itself. Or the only thing 
we have to hate is hatred itself. He didn’t. We 
must make that connection ourselves. 

We seem headed into perilous times. 

Courage, my friends. And hope. 


Saint or fool? (Afternoon, October 21, in Old 
Strathcona) 

I’m on Whyte Avenue working as volun- 
teer for the Edmonton Homelessness Count. 
I can’t tell you if my count partner and I 
found any homeless people. That confidential 
information will be collated and released by | 
Homeward Trust Edmonton, our sponsors. 
But I can share an interesting anecdote: we — 
met a young man (not homeless) who told us 
he had just given a $100 to someone hess 
thought was homeless. 

My first thought was that he didn’t look? 
like someone who might have $100 to spare. 
But he seemed sincere. 

My second thought was that he'd eee 
foolish. He had no way of knowing if the 
money was needed and would be well spent. : 

My third thought was that he was a 
saint. Such generosity is rare and (even if 
foolish) admirable. 

But maybe he was just an ordiealy guy 
who doesn’t think money is very important. — 
Which, come to think of it, is reper 

(The peat) ee will | 2 
of — 









wait for resolution. 


The JUSTICE For RANDY FRYINGPAN 
Coalition says enough is enough! 


We demand an INDEPENDENT investiga- 
tion into the October 5, 2002 assault and 
tasering of Randy Fryingpan by EPS officers. 

We demand a FULL PUBLIC INQUIRY into 
the failure of the system of police accountabil- 
ity in Edmonton to protect innocent citizens. 

You can help by phoning, writing or e- 
mailing Alberta Solicitor General Fred Lindsay 
and expressing your concern: 


Honorable Fred Lindsay, 
Phone: 780 - 415 - 9406 

402 Legislature Building 
Fax: 780 - 415-9566 

10800 97 Ave. 

Edmonton, AB 

TSK 2B6 


Or you can fill out one of the Justice For 
Randy Fryingpan postcards supplied by the 
Coalition - these will be collected and hand- 
delivered to the Solicitor General’s office on 
November 25, 2008. 


Contact: justice4randy@ymail.com 


“When the people lead, the leaders have to 
follow.” 
Ben Harper 


4% to Renewal Our Mature 
Neighbourhoods? 


What can we do to keep our mature neigh- 
bourhoods from falling further behind on side- 
walk and street renewal? The answers we are 
giving neighbourhoods is “Sorry, we don’t have 
the money. We may get to you in 50 years!” Not 
good enough! Right now we have neighbourhood 
infrastructure that needs major investment over 
many years to keep up our neighbourhoods and 
not fall even further behind. 

Putting things off, as we have been doing for 
a couple of decades, only makes thing worse. A 
needed patch job can quickly become very big 
and costly when left undone. Unpredictable 
support from federal and provincial government, 
the need for costly upgrades to old storm drain 
systems and escalating construction costs all 
put heavy pressure on already limited funds for 
infrastructure needs. 

As one of Canada’s fastest growing cities, 
Edmonton gains 10,000 new residents a year. 
This remarkable population growth increases 
demand for new infrastructure and new neigh- 
bourhoods. Alberta’s hot economy keeps increas- 
ing construction costs dramatically. What is $20 
million one year will be $60 million a few years 
later. 

Council is discussing some multi-year plans 
to address this funding shortage for 
Neighbourhood Renewal of Infrastructure. One 
plan is to increase property tax 4% per year for 
the next ten years, and then 1% from 2019 to 
2029. This would go into a special fund only 
used for neighbourhood renewal. Using our cur- 
rent estimates for cost escalation, within 30 
years we could commit to bring all neighbour- 
hoods up to a good acceptable level. My question 
to you is -- Is this worth it to people? I need you 
to let me know what you think. 


Ben Henderson 
Councillor, Ward 4 
Ben.henderson@edmonton.ca- 


